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The time was about Il am. as a very tired-looking, blonde-haired man came down the stairs to make his way 
to the hotel lounge. He was dressed in a pair of ripped blue jeans and a black TRex t-shirt with the sleeves 
cut off, revealing the caramel skin of his arms completely and emphasizing his well-shaped biceps quite. 
However, he didn't care about his looks at that moment. All he cared about was a big steaming cup of black 


coffee to cure the part of his hangover the aspirin pill from earlier hadn't cured yet. 


Moving his aching body to the coffee machine on the other side of the room, he spotted a bunch of long- 
haired guys sitting on a table in the back with their foreheads in their hands, sunglasses on, and a cup of 
coffee in front of each. He smiled lightly, knowing his bandmates shared his hangover problem. Impatiently he 
pressed the button on the coffee machine to pour the hot liquid into the mug he had put beneath the pour, 
watching it fill the mug and closing his eyes at the unmistakable smell that accompanied it. A small red light 
finally signaled that the coffee was ready and the young man grabbed the mug, taking a sip and almost burning 
himself by doing so before he slowly made his way over to the table his equally hungover bandmates were 
sitting on. 


‘Mornin’ Joe seems like we've all had quite a rough night", one of them greeted him, the left sleeve of his 
shirt remaining empty and a mop of bronze-colored locks crowning his head. He had lost his arm due to a car 
accident about three years ago, but he had managed to resume his job as the famous drummer he was, in 
Joe's opinion he was even better now than before the accident. Either way, he nodded at him with a slight 


smile, sipping on his coffee again before answering properly. 


"Man, how can you even be a little cheerful after last night? | feel like my head's going to explode." 


The shorter blonde sitting next to Joe chuckled at that comment, raising his index to indicate he wanted to say 
something while he gulped down the sip of coffee he had just taken. 


"Rick's always in a good mood since he survived tougher things than a simple hangover like this. Besides, he is 


too young to even drink beer, so no hangover for him." 


Rick lowered his head with a blush on his face at that, not able to suppress a snort of laughter from escaping, 
and the other lanky blonde sitting beside him soon joined in. However, the fifth guy sitting at the table 


remained silent. 


He had blonde brown curly hair, spending much time on fluffing it and teasing it up with cans of hairspray, as 
you could easily suggest by looking at him. His eyes were as blue as two perfectly polished sapphires and 
surrounded by long, softly bowed dark lashes while his plump pink lips and pale, satin-like skin created a perfect 
contrast. These beautiful eyes were now covered by a pair of dark sunglasses though and his lips were pinched 
together as he frowned. The two blondes, Steve and Phil, as well as the one-armed drummer, Rick, had not 
noticed the strange behavior of the curly-haired man sitting at the table. But Joe did. And it bothered him 


quite. So he decided to start a conversation. 
"Hey man, didn't get much sleep last night either?" 


The curly-haired flinched, surprised that he was being addressed directly. Nevertheless, he responded, even if 
it was just a sharp nod of his head at the singer. Joe squinted his eyes at him, not sure what was the deal. 
Sav was his best friend, was and always would be, but he was being very strange towards him. It was never 
like that. Normally Sav would be joking around with the others and giving off that wide welcoming smile that 


made everyone else smile as well. Or maybe he was just too hungover to be happy and joking around right now. 


Well, Joe just let the topic rest for a while. He himself had had an amazing time the night before though. They 
had played a big arena in St. Louis, Missouri, in the evening, everyone had one hell of a time on and offstage 
and everything had been just like it was supposed to be. Like always they had retreated to their hotel directly 
afterward, getting themselves ready for the afterparty in a hotel suite they had rented just for this. It had 
been one hell of an afterparty, he remembered that even though he had been drunk for the major part of the 
evening. And he remembered how he took a pretty blonde back to his room. 


The memory of that was blurred concerning the visual aspects but the feelings were still clearly there, 
reminding him how extraordinarily good it had felt as he had thrust into that tight hot channel and heard her 
moan like there was no tomorrow. Those feelings and sounds were accompanied by blurry visions of the other 
person's droopy, midnight-blue eyes and red parted lips that were releasing the sound of his name again and 
again and he recalled that he had never come so hard ever in his life. Sadly the woman was gone the next 


morning, Joe awaking with a massive headache and only finding a multicolored tank top with narrow straps and 


a very low neckline next to the bed that had definitely belonged to the person he had slept with the right 


before. 


He was a bit disappointed that she hadn't stayed longer and maybe would go another round with him, so he 
had helped himself, showered, taken an aspirin pill against the headache, and had joined his beloved bandmates in 
the hotel lounge to get his mug of coffee. But now there was only a depressing silence between the five of 
them as Joe looked at his best friend again to find out was what wrong, but the latter just got up, left up the 


staircase, and retreated into his room. 


"Anyone here who knows what happened to our pretty bass player?", Joe asked but none of his mates 
answered. Rick did look like he knew something though. 


"Rick? | see that you know what going on here, why don't you tell me?" 
"l-I can't, he's probably going to kill me if | do." 


With a sigh, Joe passed a hand over his face, then resuming the staring at his poor drummer. The latter tried 
to look away but couldn't after a while, looking right back into Joe's piercing green eyes, pleading him to let it 
rest. But Joe couldn't, Sav was his best friend after all. 


"Just gimme a hint then, | just need something to work with here." 
Rick sighed but decided to give his singer at least a little hint. 
"It's because of what happened last night" 


What happened last night? Joe couldn't remember anything, except screwing that girl and singing his soul out 
on stage. But he felt like it would come to the surface the more he would dig through his brain. He briefly 
considered asking Sav, but he would get no answer either way. Did they have a fight? Did he hurt him in any 


way? Joe couldn't remember, and it was making him crazy. 


Gulping down the remains of his coffee, he stood up and brought the cup to the cart with the dirty dishes 
collected on it, then taking off back upstairs to his room. 


Once inside, he flopped back onto the bed, closing his eyes and thinking intensely about the night before. But 
still, his mind wouldn't get any clearer. Instead, the blurry memories of him doing that girl came back again, 
leaving him groaning, partly in frustration and partly in arousal. He now remembered that he had latched onto 
the soft skin of the girl's neck, sucking on it and leaving a dark red love bite right under her ear while she had 
whimpered and bucked into him. Her skin had smelled like lavender combined with a bit of sweat and a scent of 
her own. And just as the contours of her face got clearer in his mind's eye, someone knocked on the door to 


his room. 


Groaning Joe sat up, adjusting his pants that had decided to bulge a bit at his memories and stalking over to 
the door to open it. As he did so, his eyes widened. 


Sav was standing in front of him, no longer with sunglasses covering his sapphire blue eyes but instead with a 
kind of weary look in them. Joe immediately opened the door wider to let his best friend step inside, not even 
asking what he wanted. He then closed the door again and turned to look at Sav, who was sitting on his bed and 


running a hand through the fluffy blonde hairball on his head. 
"So, is there anything | can do for you?" 


Sav just shook his head, standing up again as he spotted the tank top Joe had found in his room in the morning. 
He picked it up and weakly smiled at Joe, who didn't understand what was going on. Sav passed him by and was 


just about to go out the door again when Joe's brain sprang on again and he rushed after him. 


"Wait! What are you doing?", he asked and Sav's head snapped around, his hair falling behind his shoulders for a 


moment and revealing a dark red love bite right under his ear. Joe's eyes widened. 


"| was just taking back what's mine", his best mate replied, then leaving Joe standing there alone with his back 
leaned against the wall and hoping it wasn't what he thought it was. 


The top was Sav's. He had a fucking love bite right under his ear. It all indicated that.. 
"I fucked him. Oh my god." 


Joe slid down the wall with his face in his hands, his eyes still widened in horror. He had fucked his best friend. 


And he could only remember that he had enjoyed it more than anything in his life. He was so damn screwed. 


Laying back down onto his bed, Joe let his thoughts drift once again to the night before, everything now 
clicking into place and the memories rushing back. Of him stalking through the suite and seeing a hot and 
sweaty Sav sitting on the bar counter. Of how he had convinced his bassist to dance with him on the dance 
floor in the middle of the room. Of how they both had fallen to the ground due to too many drinks, Joe on top 
of his best friend, and of how their laughter had slowly faded. Of how he had taken a chance and kissed his 
best friend's parted red lips. Of how the latter had returned the kiss and of how the two of them had then 
left to Joe's suite. Of how he undressed him, of how he fucked him. And of how Sav had moaned and 


whimpered his name and made him come harder than he ever had in his life. 


Closing his eyes he asked himself why he had done it. He hadn't mistaken Sav for a girl, especially when you're 
fucking someone you would notice the physical differences. Even a drunken Joe would have noticed that. But 
that would mean he had wanted it and he had wanted to do a man. But was that right? He wasn't gay, fuck no, 
he wouldn't want to just fuck a man. But he fucked Sav and he had wanted to do it. Did he want Sav 


specifically? 


He thought of Sav again. His lean but muscular body with satin-like skin, his curvy thighs, and his well-shaped, 
juicy ass. And of course his face, those blue blue eyes and the soft red lips whose bottom one he always bit 
lightly on stage, the perfect creation that was called his face being surrounded by the soft fluffy mob of 


curly blonde hair that made him even more beautiful. 


Joe had to admit that he thought of Sav as hot and that he would've screwed him the day they met if he 
would have been a girl. But he wasn't after all, even if he was going for a quite female style these days and 
rimmed his pretty eyes with black kohl, swaying his hips whenever he walked over the stage, teasing the 
audience the best he could with it. Well, Joe got teased as well, simply because Sav was cute and hot and 
fuckin’ sexy. But was it more than sexual attraction? Was it love? Joe didn't even dare to think about that. 


But he couldn't hide from it forever. He had to at least talk to Sav about the latter's feelings on the past 


events. 


So Joe ruffled a hand through his dyed blonde hair, stepping into his black cowboy boots and grabbing his jeans 
jacket on his way to the door, taking one final deep breath before he made his way over to the suite a few 
doors down the hall. As he knocked lightly against the wood he felt like his heart was beating in his throat. The 
guilt and the regret for the things he had done weighed heavily on his thoughts and he wondered if they could 
ever be friends again. But he got abruptly thrown out of them as the door opened and blue eyes behind curly 
blonde bangs eyed him suspiciously while their owner shuffled his feet awkwardly. 


"May | come in or are you busy?", Joe asked, seeing Sav just step aside, granting him access and closing the 


door behind him. 


Joe turned towards Sav and tried desperately to look into his eyes but the latter always directed his gaze 
elsewhere. The singer's guilt built even further at that. So he decided just to apologize for everything to at 


least make it up to Sav in some way. 


"Listen, I'm so sorry for last night. | just figured out what happened because | was too drunk to remember and 
too drunk to realize what | was doing last night. Apart from that, did | hurt you", he tried softly, seeing how 
Sav's gaze dropped to the floor and his lips started to quiver slightly. Eyes widening Joe took his best friend 
into his embrace, what appeared to be a good move because the bassist immediately clutched onto the fabric 
of the taller man's shirt and held on. Now really concerned Joe gently ran a hand through the incredibly soft 
hair surrounding the smaller man's head, feeling how he took a deep breath with his face buried in his chest 


and how his body started to tremble lightly. 


Oh god, what have | done? Joe asked himself over and over as he held his best friend in his strong arms, just 
hoping he hadn't hurt him too badly. But as the quivering man finally spoke, at least a small weight was lifted 
from his chest. 


"IFs okay, you didn't hurt me in any way, you were very gentle with what you were doing’, Sav mumbled and 
Joe let out a breath he didn't even notice he had been holding. He couldn't have stood to know he had been 


violent to the loving, friendly man in his arms. 


"And what about our friendship? I've sure as hell destroyed it with my actions." 


It broke his heart to say those words and hear an agreeing answer from his best friend, so he just closed his 
eyes and buried his nose in the soft hair right under it while he patiently waited for Sav's answer. But Sav 


never answered that question and statement. Instead, he made a statement of his own 
"| wasn't drunk" 
"W-What?" 


He hadn't been drunk. He had known what was happening. They couldn't just excuse themselves by stating they 
were drunk and horny. Well, at least Sav couldn't. 


"What the hell? Why didn't you stop me then?" 


Joe was confused and intrigued, loosening his embrace around the bassist and taking a step backward. Guilt and 
fear, accompanied by a pretty blush were reflected back at him from Sav's face as their eyes looked. Joe saw 
his friend's eyes well up with tears and as he opened his mouth to say something, Sav directly interrupted 
him. 


"Don't! Please don't ask me about it!" 


Joe flinched at that reaction and as the curly-haired escaped through the door he was too slow to follow 
directly. Man, that was some fucked up shit they were in too deep already. The singer decided to let Sav take 
his time and instead of following him, sat down on the small desk in the room, seeing a notebook lying on top of 
it. He grabbed it and read the line on the cover, written with a golden marker onto the dark brown leather 


cover in Sav's unmistakable curved handwriting. 
Step inside, walk this way.. - lyrics by Rick Savage 


With a small smile, Joe opened the book, finding all kinds of song pieces they had used in their songs over the 
years, thumbing through the pages until he found the first blank one. On the previous one, there was a quite 
new entry, in fact, it had to be written just on that day because the date that was noted down beside it was 


the same. Joe carefully read the lines and his eyes widened more and more with each one he read. 


Dont try to look away when youre face to face 
/ see your eyes that animal emotion 

You dont have fo set your tender trap 

Its in those eyes, its gonna happen anyway.. 


The thought that Sav had written that with last night's events on his mind made Joe shiver. He had probably 
had meant him with it. Him and his wants that had been clearly visible in his eyes. 


Movin' to the rhythm of your heartbeat 
Ím wantin, willin, touchin’ you, we'll be 
Movin’ to the rhythm of your heartbeat 
Ooh babe, when you get that rhythm 


Gonna move into your room.. 


After that part, Joe was completely sure it was about last night. But that would mean that Sav had just 
written his thoughts down and that would mean, that he had wanted to be with Joe in that intimate way in a 
sober state. The singer was kind of overwhelmed by that knowledge. 


Tonight - Gimme love with no disguise 
Tonight - | see the fire in your eyes 
Tonight - So right this night could be dynamite 


Wait 'n' see, if it pleases you it pleases me.. 


Apart from the fact that it was obviously about the intimate night the two of them had shared Joe felt like 
the song had some serious potential. He would have to ask Sav about the way he heard it and if he maybe had 
some chords to accompany the lyrics already. But the possibility that Sav would come back very soon was 
quite little, so Joe decided to put his own thoughts of last night and his impressions in that exact moment into 


words and write them down in Sav's little book. Maybe it would turn out to be a good song as well 


Just then he noticed how bad he had it already for someone he could never in his life call his own in front of 


the whole world. 


Have you ever needed someone so bad? 


Have you ever wanted someone you just couldn't have? 


The words just flew from him as he sat there in Sav's room, hovering over his notebook and writing down 
everything that came to his mind. He wrote and wrote, sometimes walking over to the little bathroom to drink 
something from the tab and relieve his bladder, until it started to get dark He started to worry about Sav 
but he convinced himself it was going to be alright and continued to work, at some time falling asleep with his 


cheek resting against the paper of the open notebook and a slight smile on his lips. 


wun 


He awoke as someone caressed his hair and said his name repeatedly. Groggily he opened his green eyes and 
saw Sav standing right in front of him, a frown on his face but the pure desperation that had been in his 
sapphire eyes before had disappeared. Instead of a greeting, Sav just greeted him with a sharp question 


"What are you still doing here?" 


Joe rubbed his eyes and did his best to smile at his best friend while searching for the right words to answer 
him properly. 


"Well, | found your notebook and just wrote on a song that was whirling around in my head. By the way, the 


last one you wrote into it sounds like a really good one." 


Sav seemed to be a bit thrown by that answer, grabbing the notebook and opening the last few pages. Joe saw 
him blushing as he read the singer's entry, clearly knowing what it was about. As he had finished reading, his 
blush had intensified but the insecurity in his eyes showed Joe they still had to talk. 


"Um, it's a good one." 


Joe smiled at those words but quickly turned serious again as he noticed the talking they had to do should 
better be soon Maybe even right in that moment. 


"Well..", he started and Sav's expression turned to a serious frown as well as he noticed what Joe was about to 


ask him. The same thing he hadn't wanted Joe to ask him, the thing that had made him run away. 
"Why didn't you stop me when you should've last night?" 


There was silence. Sav went over to his bed and sat down on it, his eyes directed at his hands with whom he 
fumbled around while he was thinking very intensely about Joe's words. But he finally came to the conclusion 


that there was no way of backing out either way. 


| wanted it. That's why | didn't stop you. | wanted you, but | felt bad afterward because | knew you wouldn't 
remember it and apart from that, don't return that way of thought. So it's all my fault and | want to 
apologize for my actions. We wouldn't be in this dumb situation if | wouldn't get so damn hysterical when 


you're near.” 


Joe just had to smile at those last words but he quickly returned to being serious as he saw how his best 


friend looked at him. He had to say at least something. But hey, actions spoke louder than words, didn't they? 


So Joe stood up and walked over to the bed Sav was sitting on, sitting down right beside him and slowly, still 
very carefully wrapping an arm around the bassist's waist. Surprised by the contact Sav looked up at Joe out 
of those beautiful blue blue eyes, his red lips parting slightly as he read Joe's answer in the latter's eyes. 


Remembering all the feelings he had experienced last night, Joe leaned in without hesitation, taking the shorter 
man's lips with a slow and gentle kiss, one hand coming up and cupping the other's cheek in it, his fingers gently 
caressing the velvety skin under their tips. Electric shivers raced down his spine as Sav's tongue was added to 
the mix his own soon joined as well, the softness but still the passion of the moment catching him completely 
and causing him to tangle the hand on Sav's cheek into the messy blonde curls to pull him even closer. Sav let 


out a muffled moan at that, his own hand running up Joe's long lean thigh and pulling at his hip to bring their 


whole bodies closer to one another, what resulted in Joe pulling Sav's waist towards him in an encouraging way 


and Sav finally straddling the singer's lap. 


Panting heavily, they parted for breath and Joe looked into his mate's eyes that had darkened to a midnight 
blue due to lust and already started to get a bit droopy. His soft lips were reddened and slightly swollen from 
their kisses, remaining slightly parted as Joe let them go. It was the exact picture that had burned itself into 
his brain the night before and it sent a bolt of heat straight to his groin. 


"Ricky... | wanna do last night again to remember everything’, he finally whispered and Sav just nodded in 
appreciation with a shy but incredibly sexy smile on his face, pushing him gently down into the sheets behind 


him. 

"Whatever you want, Joseph.” 
"Hey, don't call me that." 
"Then don't call me Ricky." 


"Oh, just shut the fuck up", a very aroused Joe chuckled and pulled the blushing blonde into another kiss by his 
hair, causing the latter to moan into the kiss and grind his hips against the ones beneath his own as he arched 
his chest towards the singer who kissed him with such a passion he was afraid to burn his lips on the soft 


ones capturing his own. 


Joe's hands slowly but surely traveled down Sav's back until they rested on the perfect ass he had watched 
him shake all around the stage for so many years, his brain telling him that he'd experienced the feeling of its 
insides just yesterday and causing him to part his lips from Sav's to look at the latter's face again. Since they 
had gone down to the horizontal position the bassist's cheeks had taken on the color his lips already had, and 
damn, he looked so pretty at that moment. Joe gently brushed the bangs that fell into the droopy blue eyes 
time after time away from his face, just trailing his gaze over the beautifully shaped contours and noticing 
the way Sav was staring at his lips with a kind of amazement in his eyes. As Joe had to chuckle at that his 
gaze snapped up to the green one of his companion, the blush on his face intensifying even further, even if 


that wasn't actually possible. 
"What is it?" 


Joe smiled up at the man hovering over him, knowing right then and there that there wouldn't be anyone else 
he would ever let on top of him like this. This was it, he realized. He wanted his best friend like he never 
wanted anyone in his whole life and there was no way he was going to risk losing this again. His smile widened 
even further as those thoughts floated around in his mind and as he finally completely concentrated on the 
pretty man above him again he found him still looking at him, sort of confused but that did nothing to disguise 


his own happiness. 


‘Oh, its nothing. You're just very very cute Savy." 


"Aw, stop that, I'm already glowing", he replied with a bat of his eyelashes, sitting up and touching his own 
cheeks with the palms of his hands, making Joe just smile like an idiot even more. But then he decided to get 
back to what they had planned before, grabbing Sav by the waist and maneuvering him next to himself onto 
the mattress, covering the surprised squeak that left the bassist's lips with another passionate kiss. He then 
crawled completely on top of his curly-haired mate, the latter's muscled thighs directly wrapping around his 
narrow hips to pull him in as close as he was able to. Sav's fingers, with the slightly calloused fingertips years 
of bass-playing had created, slid under Joe's shirt, creating goosebumps on every place they touched and 
lifting the offending garment upwards. 


"Let's take this off", the bassist panted, tugging at the hem of the shirt and Joe sat back on his haunches, 
quickly pulling it over his head and crawling back on top of him. Sav's palms slid down the planes of his back 
sort of mesmerized, the scorching hot, soft skin directly developing into his new addiction. Joe groaned at the 
sensation, burying his head in the crook between Sav's neck and shoulder, starting to suck on the soft skin 
there and creating another mark of the lust he felt towards the panting man beneath him. The latter threw 
his head back into the pillow to expose his neck even further as Joe continued his assault and added the 
caress of the skin of his chest to the mix by letting his hand slide up the bassist's shirt. The offending fabric 


had to go just a few moments later, leaving them skin to skin and raising the temperature even further. 


Sav's pants were the next thing to go, since they were obviously in the way, Joe's following quickly after. Joe 
sat back for a moment as the bassist was finally completely exposed beneath him, surveying his body with his 
lust-filled, emerald green eyes. A flat smooth chest, tiny rosy nipples, a taut belly, narrow hips, long muscled 
legs, and tanned skin all over. It was obvious that he was a man, but it didn't matter. He was beautiful, in 


every aspect. 


Joe gently trailed a finger down the middle of his chest, taking in the warmth and softness of the skin beneath. 
Sav looked up at him with widened, waiting eyes at his miristrations, the lids fluttering closed as Joe reached 
the brown curls beneath his navel and finally wrapped his fingers around the aroused flesh beneath. 


"Joe." 


The soft sigh of his name only made him more aware of how much his desire was returned, and therefore, 
how right it was to do what they did. Fingers digging into his sides encouraged him to lean down again, being 
met by soft, kiss-swollen lips and long limbs pulling him closer. He couldn't grasp it completely, but the great 


intimacy of the moment moved him deep within, almost making him shed a happy tear. 


"What am | supposed to do now?", Joe finally asked against the younger's lips and Sav's eyes fluttered back 
open, examining his face closely. His insecurity and care were visible in his expression, and it made Sav's heart 


soar. 


"I just don't want to do anything wrong", Joe went on as Sav didn't reply acoustically, "I'm scared of hurting 


you." 


Its alright, | understand. You have to start with your fingers, lube's in the drawer of the nightstand", the 
younger one finally replied against Joe's lips, seeing him nod in appreciation before pulling back and leaning over 
the drawer in order to make out the tube of lubricant. As he found it and flicked open the cap, he could feel a 
slight trembling making its way through his body. He nervously licked his now a bit dry, puffy lips and directed 
his gaze at Sav again, who looked up at him with such trust, his heartbeat started to speed up solely from 
the sight. 


With Sav's guidance, he managed to get it right, finally having two of his fingers inside and searching for that 
special spot Sav had talked about. 


"Jesus..", Sav finally moaned out after sucking in a sharp breath, his hips moving against Joe's fingers in a 
sudden move. 


Found if, Joe thought to himself with a sly smile, moving his fingers against that particular spot again and 
making Sav cry out his name. He noticed how much of a turn-on it was for him, too, watching that gorgeous 
man beneath him writhing with need. 


"Joe, I'm ready..", he managed to breathe out after a few moments, reaching down to take a hold of Joe's 
wrist. The singer directly stopped his ministrations and gently removed his fingers, smiling softly at the man 
beneath him. 


"Do we need protection?" 


"No, we're both clean. Lube will be enough", the younger one replied still panting a bit, reaching for the lube and 
squirting some into his hand before reaching down and giving Joe's proud erection a few sure strokes. The 


singer closed his eyes at the touch, his hips bucking to meet it and a soft groan leaving his lips. 


The hand withdrew quickly after, Joe opening his eyes again as he felt warm, long legs coming up around his 
waist. Bracing himself onto one forearm next to Sav's head he lined himself up with the other, pushing gently 
forward and pulling Sav into a passionate kiss as he breached the tight muscle. The bassist sucked in a sharp 
breath and Joe let him adjust for a while, starting to move again as he had gained a nod of approval from 


beneath. 


They moved to the rhythm of their hearts that beat in unison, taking each other to the heights of pleasure 

and knowing how much their action meant. By the gentle caresses and endearings slipping from their lips, it was 
clear that the friendzone was overcome. And this time, both of them were fully aware of it and thought of it 
as the right thing to do. They were more, always had been in some way, but now there was no need to hide it 
anymore. The feelings were pouring out with no holds barred, and they were appreciated and praised instead of 


forced back into the dark corners they had always belonged in. 


And as they laid there together in the afterglow, it was out of the question that Joe would stay with his 
bassist for the night and that he wouldn't run before they would wake up. And as he pulled Sav, who had 


exhaustedly fallen asleep, into his arms, he knew that he had never needed someone as bad as he did right 


then and there. And he would never need someone as bad as he did that particular human being either. Joe's 
brain was too sleepy to grasp the feeling inside him that made him think like that, but it made him smile as he 
fell asleep. 


Looking at it, it was obvious which feeling it was and Joe came to the same conclusion just as he woke up the 
next morning with his personal angel in his arms. It was love. 


